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You might as well recognise it. We don't want either of you around
here. You've got to go, both of you. What's more, you've got to
go to-night!"
" To-night ? " I echoed, " You know that would be murder, don't
you?"
" We had people murdered to-day, out at Concord and Lexington,"
the leader said. " They were murdered by friends of yours in red
,coats."
" Oh, for God's sate," I protested, "why don't you tell the truth!
They're no friends of ours! My father's against misrule just as much
as you are, and so am I! "
Upon this, from all about the steps there arose a great booing,
and through the crack in the door the leader wagged a finger close
to my face. " That .ain't so ! You've been heard to say the Sons of
Liberty are suppressing freedom of speech, silencing the voice of
truth, and establishing lawlessness throughout the Colonies!"
He spoke shoutingly and was rewarded by an angry howl from
dozens of voices.
His finger stabbed at me through the crack* " Didn't you say
that ? I dare you to deny it!"
I just stared at him. His information must, I knew, have come
from one of the Leightons, and there was nothing I could say.
" That's what you said," he cried. " That means you're against
us, so you must be friends of the British ! Well, we'll run no risks
from the likes of you ! Go join your friends in Boston ! You can't
stay here to spy on us and stab us in the back ! If you're not out of
this house in half an hour, we'll set fire to it! We'll get Buell when
he comes out. You and your father can either go, or stay and burn
here and in hell, too, afterwards."
Voices angrier than his yelled from' behind him. " Hell, burn
the house now! We'll burn it anyway, whether they go or not!
Let's have a fire quick ! Burn it! Burn it! "
" Fll take your half-hour," I said desperately to the leader. " We'll
go!"